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PRIMA VERA 

THE MASQUE OF SANTA BARBARA 



Upon a hillside fronting south, the stage. Before it a broad swale in 
which the auditors sit or stand. It has five entrances and exits: 
down left, toward the Pacific Ocean, for newcomers; left centre, 
the practicable door, a window beside it, in the Comandante's 
house, masked during Act I; down right, along the Valley, to and 
from the Franciscan Mission; right centre, the path up the hillside 
to the Santa Ynez Mountains; and up stage, through the shrubbery. 
The singers and players of the music are on the left and not in 
view of the auditors. 

Act I — ^The Coming of the Cross 

Persons of the Act: 

El BarbarenOy as Prologue 

Primavera, as Genius Loci 

Her Dancing Months 

The Duende, an Imp of Mischief 

Juan Rodriguez Cabrillo, Discoverer 

His S<Jdiers and Saflors 

Sebastian Vizcaino/ Namer 

His S<Jdiers and Sailors 

The Indian Chief 

His Youths and Maidens 

The Padre 

His Fnars 

The Spanish Comandante 

The Soldiers of Spain 



The lights go dark. El Barbareno, as Prologue, is disclosed on the 
stage as the light rises thereon. 

PROLOGUE 

Sweet ladies, genial gentlemen, this day- 
Glitter eth like a jewel brightly placed 
To mark the joining of old Winter's storm 
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To Summer's balm, upon the diadem 

Of youth and spring which crowns the splendid year. 

So come w^e hither to call back the Past 

Into a new^ presentment of the hours 

When smiling Nature at her kindliest ruled 

This newer Eden. By its radiant shores 

Cabrillo sails, and Vizcaino floats 

And names our channel Santa Barbara; 

Conquistadores both, with ne*er a thought 

For these fair southern slopes; a glance. 

No more, they give, and pass. The savage here 

Worships his painted idol ere is raised 

The Holy Cross by the good Padre brought: 

Note how this idol, scorned and overthrown, 

Becomes the imp of mischief known too well 

As The Duende in the older world. 

Spain, mighty mother of a hemisphere. 

Carries the reign of law to guard our Mission, 

And all the countryside reverberates 

With the new music of her Royal March. 

Such ancient things ye' 11 see, but chiefly see 

Amid our birds and flpw^ers and butterflies 

Bright Primavera, spirit of this place 

For ever young, with blossomy dancing Months 

To make this mirthful holiday. Behold! 

As El Barbareno concludes, Primavera and her Dancing Months are 
discovered, El Barbareiio retiring behind them. Thereafter, when 
not actually participant In the scene, Primavera and her Months 
are always In the stage picture, softly flitting through the shrub- 
bery, sympathetic with all the action and, when others are dancing 
down the stage, suggesting by their postures the lilt of the music. 
They are supposed to be invisible to the other players eccept, later, 
The Duende. 

PRIMAVERA 

Behold me, Spirit of this lovely zone, 
Bright Primavera, messenger of spring 
Unchanging under temperate skies and stars, 
With hesitant winds and slow, r'cluctant rains; 
And these attendants are my dancing Months, 
Where every fortunate month is vernal May 
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Save one alone, mine April fair and dear; 
And we shall dance while there is sung for you 
Las Mananitas, that sweet strain of Dawn, 
Of Beauty, Youth, and Hope, embodied here. 

Primavera and her Months dance to the singing of the Choristers. 

THE CHORISTERS 

Mananitas, mananitas, 

Mananitas de placer, 
Asi estaban las maiianas, 
Cuando te empece a querer ; 
Que si, que no, que cuando. 

El general lo mando, 
Soldados, armas al hombro, 
Chatita ya amanecio. 

Levantate de mafiana, 

Y anda mira quien paso, 
Consuelate con la jaula 

Porque el pajaro volo; 
Que si, etc. 

Los pajaritos alegres, 

Cuando llega el mes de Abril, 

Salen con sus gorrioncitos 
A los campos a dormir; 
Que si, etc. 

PRIMAVERA 

I hear the footfalls on my foam-laced strand 

Of newer fates. Conquistadores come! 

[Enter, down left, Cabrillo and 
his Soldiers and Sailors. 

Cabrillo who, far leagues from old Castile, 

Shall lay his bones upon. my gemmy isle. 

[Enter, down left, Vizcaino and his 
Soldiers and Sailors. 

And Vizcaino, after rolling years. 

Comes on Saint Barbara's day. Alas, he names 
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Mine azure channel, yet he heeds me not. 

[The Months dance about and 
among the two Companies as they 
pass, seeking to divert their atten- 
tion to Primavera. 

THE MONTHS 

(singly and together) 
Turn, turn thine eyes and gaze I— 

Was ever maid so fair? — 
Or aught so worthy praise? — 
Turn, turn thine eyes and gaze I — 
What maid such charm displays 

As our sweet lady there? — 
Turn, turn thine eyes and gaze; 

Wew ever maid so fair? 

LNo heed is paid to the pleading 
of the Months, and Cabrillo, Viz- 
caino, and their Companies plod 
on and exeunt down right. 
[ivpril directs Prima vera's eyes to 
The Indian Chief and his Youths 
and Maidens entering right centre, 

PRIMAVERA 

Now come the uncouth natives here to sing 

And dance before their god, who is no god. 

[The Indian Chief and his Com- 
pany set up their painted idol and 
sing and dance ceremonially 
about it. 

[Enter, down left, The Padre and 
his Prlars as they conclude, one 
bearing a Cross made of boughs. 
[Primavera and her Months go 
forward to greet them. 

Hail, reverend Father, with this word of cheer 

Thou bringest faith, allying men with truth. 

[The Padre throws down the idol, 
the Indians murmuring and threat- 
ening. A Friar throws it oft the 
stage, down right. The Crucifer 
sets the Cross in its place. 
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THE PADRE 

(to the Indians) 

What, silly folk, think you this thing a god? 

This painted, hideous thing? See how I cast 

It forth, unable even to guard itself. 

Look now upon this Sign of the true God, 

The Cross, on which He died to save your souls ! 

[As the Cross is set in place. 

Hoc Signum Crucis erit in coelo. Alleluja. 

THE FRIARS 

Cum Dominus ad judicandum venerit. Alleluja. 

! 

THE PADRE 

Domine, exaudi orationem meam. 

THE FRIARS 

Et clamor meus ad te veniat. 

THE PADRE 

Dominus vobiscum. 

THE FRIARS 
Et cum spiritu tuo. 

THE PADRE 

Oremus: Deus, qui nos hodierna die Exaltationes sanctae 
Crucis annua solemnitate laetificas; praesta quaesumus; ut cujus 
mysterium in terra cognovimus, ejus redemptionis praemia in 
coelo mereamur. Per eundem Dominum nostrum Jesum 
Christum, qui tecum vivit et regnat in unitate Spiritus Sancti 
Deus, per omnia saecula saeculorum. 



Amen. 



THE PADRE AND FRIARS 

Vexilla regis produent, 
Fulget crucis mysterium. 
Quo carne camis conditor 
Suspensus est patibulo. 

Confixa clavis viscera 
Tend ens manus, vestigia 
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Redemptionis gratia 
Hie immolata est hostia. 

Quo vulneratus insuper 
Mucrone diro lanceae, 
Ut no lavaret crimine, 
Manavit unda et sanguine. 

Impleta sunt quae concinit 
David fideli carmine, 
Dicendo nationibus: 
Regnavit a ligno Deus. 

Arbor decora et fulgida, 
Omata regis purpura 
Electa digno stipite. 
Tarn sancta membra tangerel 

Beata cujus brachiis 
Pretium pependit saeculi, 
Statera facta est corporis 
Praedam tulitque Tartari. 

Fundis aroma cortice, 
Vincis sap ore nectar e, 
Jucunda fructu fertili 
Plaudis triumpho nobili. 

Salve ara, salve victima, 
De passionis gloria 
Qua vita mortem pertulit 
Et morte vitam reddidit. 

> 

THE PADRE 

In faithful service unto God and Man 
We establish here a perdurable shrine 
Now dedicate to Santa Barbara, 

— 10 — 



All valleys' holy patroness. God's peace 

Rest on it and on all who hither come. 

[Enter, down right, The Duende, 
the former idol of the Indians 
come to life. Thereafter he is a 
maker of trouble, bearing tales, 
suggesting chances for ill doing, 
happy whenever mischief or mis- 
fortune impends, rejoicing when 
his plans for evil eventuate, and 
grieving when they fail. He is 
supposed to be able to hint his 
designs to mortals, but invisible 
to all except Primavera and her 
Months. He now bears a double 
handful of gold which he deposits 
on the ground, calling the eyes of 
The Indian Chief to it. 

PRIMAVERA 

I thought a god so false was dead. Man's folly 
Doth give him life again to trouble Man. 

THE DUENDE 

(to The Chief) 

Here's gold enough to bribe a very saint — 

A double handful of such sparkling grains 

As men have slain their brothers for. Take this, 

O Chief, and turn these pale-cheeked men away. 

That you may still possess this favorite place. 

[The Indian Chief takes the gold 
from the ground and proffers it 
to The Padre. 

THE PADRE 

(rejecting the gold) 
From greed for this bright dross upspringeth seeds 
Of every spiritual ill; withhold 
Thine hand from it. A better gold lies deep 
Within thine heart, which nobler gain I seek — 
Immortal and imperishable wealth 
Earned by the sweat of every brow, mine own 
No less than mine. That (of the gold) is the sign of death, 
But this (of the Cross), the earnest of eternal life; 
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So turn to work and worship, praise and prayer. 

[The Indians bow before the Cross 
in silent devotion. 
[Exit, down left, The Duende, dis- 
couraged, yet hopeful. 
[A strain of '*The Spanish Royal 
March" is heard trumpeted off left. 

The Church hath spoken ; cometh now the State 

To guard these shores; thus shall the laws of God 

And men be twined in one. 

[Enter, down left, The Duende, 
preceding The Spanish Comandante 
with Soldiers of Spain bearing the 
Spanish Standard. 

The pomp of Spain! 

Welcome, O Comandante, to this place. 

Fair are all days herein; may thine be fair I 

[Primavera and her Months dance 
forward to greet the newcomers. 

PRIMAVERA 

Welcome, thou guardian of the law, of peace 
And justice, ruling strongly, wisely, well. 

[The Friars directing, the Indians 

set the flagpole in place. The Sol- 
diers raise the Standard of Spain 
upon it. 

THE COMANDANTE 

1 give thee thanks, good Father, for thy words; 
I praise the great Creator for His work. 
Who maketh this the favored spot of earth. 

[As the Standard rises. 

Behold the Standard of our mighty Spain I 

[All salute the Standard. "El 
Hymne de Riego" is played, and 
all form in procession, The Spanish 
Comandante leading with The 
Padre, The Friars, The Indians, 
and the Soldiers last, exeunt down 
right. Primavera and her Months 
fade away into the shrubbery up 
stage. 
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Act II — Spain Yields to Mexico 

Persons of the Act: 
El Barbareno 
Primavera 

Her Dancing Months 
The Duende 
The Padre 
His Friars 

The Spanish Comandante 
The Soldiers of Spain — all as in Act 1. 
The Mayordomo of the Mission 
The Indian Neophytes 
The Dona, wife of the Comandante 
The First Seiiorita, their daughter 
Their Youths and Maidens attendant 
The American Ship's Captain 
His Merchant Sailors 
The Mexican Comandante 
The Soldiers of Mexico 



Enter, as before, El Barbareno as Prologue. 

PROLOGUE 

Now that you've seen, my gentle auditors. 

How came the Standard of great Spain hereto, 

*Tis yours to mark the amiable life 

Here, where our amethystine mountains clad 

In roseate mists leap to our silver sea 

And everlasting summer holds our skies. 

Note now how well our Missioners have toiled, 

Leading the souls of their once savage folk 

Toward the Heavens, while their hands are turned 

To profitable labor in the fields. 

So hither doughty Boston traders wend. 

Mastering the perilous Horn's antarctic blasts. 

Unwrap, exhibit their enticing wares. 

And take in fair exchange our fruits of earth. — 

Bright grain and difficult hides and tallowy bags 

They take, and satisfy the simple needs 
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Of Friars and their flock, and give again 

Delicate raiment that the daintiness 

Of Span*s fair daughters may be made so fair 

Who sees must love. The sailor Captain looks 

But once upon the Seiiorita, she 

On him ; they sigh and sing, and would have rushed 

Into each other's clasp had not the pride 

Of race forbade. Free Mexico ensues; 

Spain yields; and the good Missioners are reft 

Of lands and highest hopes, whereby doom falls 

Upon their Indian converts, driven forth 

In lamentation to oblivion. 

Enter up stage Prlniavera and her Months to the music of "La Ma- 

nona," El Barbareno retiring. 
Enter, left centre, The Spanish Comandante and his Dona, with The 

First Senorita and their Youths and Maidens, who dance "La 

Manona" to the singing of the Choristers. 

THE CHORISTERS 

San Antonio bendito, Monona, tres cosas pido 
Salvacion y dinero, Monona, y un buen marido. 

Si, Mononita, si, si para divertir, 
Tu lleveras la manta, Monona, yo llevare candil; 
Ye ej que no tiene cama, Monona, duerme en la luna. 

Si, Mononita, si, si para divertir. 
Ye el que no tiene cama, Monona, duerme en la luna. 

THE COMANDANTE 

Was ever brought to earthly eyes a scene 
More filled with rapturous beauty? 

THE DONA 

See yon hills 
Like emeralds, the mountains clad in bloom 
Beyond ! 

THE SENORITA 

My feet are glad with spring, and fain 
Would dance to some blithe April song. 
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THE YOUTHS AND MAIDENS 

And oursl 
My foot would skipl — 

In April air 
Would sing my lip! — 
My foot would skip! — 
Mine, gaily trip! — 

A fig for care! — 
My foot would skip 

In April air! 

THE SENORITA 

May we not dance? 

THE COMANDANTE 

Why not? What else befits 
A day as bright — 

THE DONA 

as days in Paradise! 

[The First Senorita and the Youths 
and Maidens dance "El Sombrero 
Blanco" to the singing of the 
Choristers. 

THE CHORISTERS 

Quiero como te quiero. 
Que yo, en cambio de tu amor, 
Te daria toda mi alma, 
Te daria mi corazon. 

Quieres que te ponga mi sombrero bianco, 

Quieres que te ponga mi sombrero azul ; 

Quieres que te suba a vivir en el trono ; 

Quieres que te cante el turun, tun tu, 
Turun, tun tu, turun, tun tu. 

Toma esta cajita de oro, 
Mira loque trae adentro, 
Trae amores y trae celos, 
Trae un grande sentimiento. 
Quieres que te, etc. 
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A que canas tan moradas ^ 

Que jilotes tan giieritos, 
A que mirades tan serias 
Me echan aquellos ojitos. 

Quieres que te, etc. 

A que paredes tan altas 
Que no las tumba ni el aire, 
Que bonita morenita 
Para nuera de mi madre. 

Quieres que te, etc. 

THE COMANDANTE 

(as singing is heard afar) 

This is a day of harvest and thanksgiving. 

Down from the Mission come the goodly Friars 

Laden with bounty of this happy clime. 

[Enter, down right, singing. The 
Padre, his Friars, and the Indian 
Neophytes bearing fruits of the 
earth, hides, and bags of tallow, 
The Mayordomo last. 

THE PADRE AND HIS COMPANY 

Telluris alme Conditor, 
Mundi solum qui separans, 
Pulsis aquae molestiis, 
Terram dedisti immobilem. 

Ut germen aptum proferens, 
Fulvis decora floribus, 
Foecunda fructu sisteret, 

Postumque gratum redderet. 

1 

Mentis perustae vulnera 
Munda virore gratiae: 
Ut facta fleta diluat, 
Motusque pravos atterat. 

Jussis tuis obtemperet; 
Nullis malis approximet; 

—16— 



Bonis repleri gaudeat, 
Et mortis ictum nesciat. 

THE COMANDANTE 

Welcome, good Father. Pray, thy blessing now. 

THE PADRE 

The Lord be with thee always, Seiior Don, 

With thy good lady and thy daughter fair — 

His blessing rest on all thy company I 

We bring thee fruits as from a Promised Land 

Flowing with milk and honey. Here are corn 

And wine and oil, and from our roaming herds 

Stout hides, and tallow from our beeves good store. 

My children, bear the treasure forth. 

[The Indian Neophytes bring their 
burdens for the CJomandante's ap- 
proval. 

THE COMANDANTE 

And I 

Can show the like. Bring forth our harvesting! 

[Enter, down left, the Soldiers of 
Spain bearing similar burdens. 

THE PADRE 

Now let us praise the Giver of all gifts. 

OMNES 
Praesta Pater Piissime, 
Patrique compar Unice, 
Cum Spiritu Paraclito 

Regnans per omne saeculum. i 

Amen. 

THE PADRE 

Sit nomen Domini benedictum 

OMNES 
Et hoc nunc et usque in saeculum. 

[The strains of "Yankee Doodle" 
are heard off left. 
[Enter, down left, The Duende, 
who runs to Prima vera. 
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THE DUENDE ] 

Up our broad channel sails a ship, which bears 
A fluttering flag of red and white and blue I 

PRIMAVERA 

(to her Months) 

Go, bear the news, whether for good or ill. 

[The Months go about among the 
company whispering, inducing a 
taut expectancy, all eyes turning 
to left. 

[Enter, down left, The American 
Ship*s Captain, with his Sailors 
bearing bales and boxes, as The 
Duende dances about, hoping for 
trouble. 

THE CAPTAIN 

My best felicitations, Seiior Don. 

A long and desperate voyage o'er broad seas 

I come, with gifts and for shrewd bargainings. 

THE COMANDANTE 

My salutations, Senor, and the hope 
Your visit profits both yourself and us. 
Our Padre here heis much to sell, and I 
May say the like. 

THE CAPTAIN 

Here, sir, is such a saddle 
As shall commend your state. 

THE COMANDANTE 

My thanks, Seiior. 



THE CAPTAIN 

e the silken web 
Wherein to frame your loveliness. 



Here, Madam, are the silken webs of France li 
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THE DONA 

I give 

You my best gratitude, Sefior. 

[The Duende calls the attention of 
The Captain to The Senorita, and 

hers to him. 

THE CAPTAIN 

And here. 
Sweet Senorita, are mantillas brought 

From your own Spain, and ribbons gay as flowers. 

[His hand engages hers as she 
takes the gifts, and their eyes fol- 
low one another thereafter. 

THE SENORITA 

(curtseying) 
I thank you from my heart, Sefior. 

THE CAPTAIN 

Good Father, 
These candles of pure wax to light your shrines, 
I do beseech you, take. 

THE PADRE 

With hearty thanks. 

My son. Here view the fruits of honest toil. 

And here our Mayordomo at your call. 
Busy bargaining and the exchange of commodities follow, The Mayor- 
dome taking instructions from The Padre, and The Comandante 
and The Captain also interchanging goods. Throughout The Cap- 
tain and Senorita evince a growing interest in one another, The 
Duende maliciously cognisant of all they do. At last the traffick- 
ing concludes. 

THE COMANDANTE 

A profitable day to all of us 
Is this. 

THE PADRE 

Kind Providence attend 
Your sailing hence, Sefior. 

THE CAPTAIN 

Good Father, thanks. 
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THE COMAND ANTE 

A slight repast awaits us. Will you not 
Partake thereof, Seiior, before we part? 

THE CAPTAIN 

Senor, I am your servant to command. 

[The Indian Neophytes bear off 
their purchases down right, pre- 
ceded by The Padre and his Friars 
and followed by The Mayordomo. 
[The Sailors take away their bar- 
gains down left. 

COMANDANTE 

Let there be danced, now that the work is done. 

Unto the music of a merry song, some dance 

To lighten labor and leave glad our hearts. 

[The First Senorita and her Com- 
pany dance The Spanish Dance, to 
the Intense admiration of The 
Captain. 

[The Comandante, his Dona, the 
Youths and Maidens enter the 
house, left centre. The Senorita 
last. She smiles upon The Captain 
and points to the window, at which 
she presently appears. 
[The Captain sings "La Chacha,'* 
The Choristers in chorus. 

Ah, que linda es usted Chacha mia. 

Ay! que ojos; ay! que boca. 

Diga usted si su risa provoca, 

Digo usted que ya no puedo mets. 

THE CHORISTERS 

Diga usted si me quiere poquito ; 

De me usted su manita a besar ; 
Diga usted si me quiere tantito, 

De me usted su manita a besar. 

THE CAPTAIN 

Tiene usted no se que que me encanta, 

Una mirada hechicera, 

Y me mira usted de una manera, 
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Que no lo puedo explicar. 

[The Choristers replying as before. 
[The Duende, chuckling over the 
situation, enters the house as the 
singing ends. 

Sweet Seiiorita, take my heart and hand. 

A boat awaits us on the shore. Fear not, 

But come. 

THE SENORITA 

My father, sir, my mother dear — 
What will they say? 

THE CAPTAIN 

Love 'led them long ago 
Into each other* s arms, as you to mine. 

THE SENORITA 

(coming through the window) 

How fearfully I come, but still — I come I 

[Enter, left centre, The Comand- 
ante and his Dona, followed by The 
Duende in delight. 

THE COMANDANTE 

How now, base villain! Hospitality 
Gladly extended thou dost dare betray 1 
Go to thy mother, jade I 

THE DONA 

And to thy room! 

THE SENORITA 

(as she leaves) 

Forgive him, father. 

[She goes weeping to The Dona, 
who takes her by the arm into the 
house. 

THE COMANDANTE 

That I never will. 
Be off, foul miscreant, before my men 
Belabor thee as thou deservest — go! 
Thou serpent, wretch most infamous and lewd, 
Thou*dst take my daughter — take thyself away 
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Before mine own hands — caitiff, miscreant, wretch I 

[Exit The Captain, down left, The 
Duende following and ridiculing 
him silently. 

[Exit The Comandante, left centre. 
[The Sefiorita appears at the win- 
dow and sings. 

THE SENORITA 

Adios, adios, amores, 
Adios porque me ausento 
Per tanto sentimiento 

Que tu me has dado a mi. 

THE CHORISTERS 

Por esc ya no quiero 
Amar mas en al vida; 
A mi patria querida 

Me voy a retirar. 

THE SENORITA 

Tu prometes dulzura, 
Y sol das pesares; 
Lagrimas a millares 

Se derraman por ti. 

THE CHORISTERS 

Y de tu cruel saeta 
La herida esta curada — 
No mas sacrificada 

Veras mi libertad. 

THE SENORITA 

Deconsuelas y penas, 
Angustias y dolores 
A tus adoradores 

No mas les sabes dar. 

THE CHORISTERS 

Por eso ya no quiero 

Amar mas en la vida; 

A mi patria querida 

Me voy a retirar. 

[Enter, down left, The Duende, 
who goes to Primavera. 
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THE DUENDE 

All Mexico's aflame and Spain is fled; 

The revolution spreads, and soon is here. 

[Exit, down left, gleefully. 

PRIMAVERA 

Hasten, dear April, fetch the Padre hither 

With all his flock. And thou, my merry May, 

Run quickly to the Comandante, run I 

[Exit April, down right. Exit May, 
left centre. 

Sad is my day I This golden age of peace 

And plenty lapses and goes dow^n in change. 

Why must such loveliness as mine be marred? 

THE CHORISTERS 

For eso ya no quiero 

Amar mas en la vida; 

A mi patri'a querida 

Me voy a retirar. 

[Enter, left centre, The Comand- 
ante and all his company, May fol- 
lowing. 

[Enter, down right, The Padre, 
his Friars, and the Indian Neo- 
phytes, April folowing. 

THE SPANISH COMANDANTE 

Good Father, 'tis an evil rumor comes 
To make a jest of our tranquility. 

THE PADRE 

The Church and State — you, Seiior, for the one, 
I for the other — now must part, I fear — 
1 greatly fear. 

THE SPANISH COMANDANTE 

And you and I must part. 

[Enter, down left, the happy Du- 
ende, followed by The Mexican 
Comandante and The Soldiers of 
Mexico, with the new Mexican 
Banner, to the music of their Na- 
tional Hymn. 
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THE MEXICAN COMANDANTE 

(to his Soldiers) 

Low^er yon blot of blood and gold to the earth! 

[The Soldiers of Mexico haul down 
the Spanish Standard and hoist 
their Banner in its stead. 

The Standard of old Spain has now sunk down 

Never to rise on all this vast demesne. 

And California is no longer Spain, 

But Mexico henceforth. Thy sw^ord, Senor. 

THE SPANISH COMANDANTE 

(yielding his sword) 
1 yield my sword and go, Seiior, sadly bereft. 
Life here w^as precious; may you keep it so! 

THE MEXICAN COMANDANTE 

**Precious** I know not, save that riches here 
Accumulate, and these my government 
Must have to make the cause of liberty 
Secure. And, Padre, you must know^ the Church 
No longer leans upon the State. Wherefore 
The wealth of your rich Mission falls to us. 
And these, your toiling Indians, now are free. 

THE PADRE 

I do beseech you, sir, as you seek mercy 
This mercy show to them. With us as guides 
They walk Salvation's w^ay, but shorn of guidance 
Where shall they go save down to sorry doom? 

THE MEXICAN COMANDANTE 

But they are free henceforth. 

THE PADRE 

You take our lands. 
Their sustenance, and ours, and call it freedom? 
Then freedom spells but death. 

THE MEXICAN COMANDANTE 

It is their hope. 

Do you not yield your possession? Here, my men! 

I The Soldiers of Mexico come for- 
ward. 
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THE PADRE 

I yield — ^what can I else? — 1 yield these lands 
Blossoming with plenteousness, these fecund herds, 
With such reluctance that it seems my heart 
Will burst for all this labor ovrethrown. 

THE MEXICAN COMANDANTE 

'Tis well, my men; he yields. So go your way. 

Ho, Indians, ye are free! Live as ye will; 

No man shall ye call master while ye live. 

[The Padre and his Friars begin 
their leave-taking of the Indian 
Neophytes, and presently go off, 
down right. 

[The Spanish Oomandante and his 
Company exeunt, down left. The 
First Senorita last. The Duendc 
calls The Mexican Comandante^s 
attention to her. He starts, and 
grasps her by the arm. 

THE MEXICAN COMANDANTE 

But you, O fairest of the maids of earth, 
You must not go. Stay here, 1 beg of you. 

THE FIRST SENORITA 

Am I not free, Senor, like all the rest? 

THE MEXICAN COMANDANTE 

Aye, Senorita; but I am your slave. 

THE FIRST SENORITA 

Bespeak my father then, if you will speak. 

[The Mexican Comandante signals 
his Soldiers, and they go into the 
house, The Duende last. 
[The Indian Neophytes file up right 
centre, singing. 

THE INDIAN NEOPHYTES 

Kwe hai weh, ha ni weh, 

Kwe hai weh, ha ni weh. 

[Prima vera and her Months dis- 
appear in the shrubbery up stage. 

—25— 



Act III — ^The Unlowered Flag 

Persons of the Act: 
El Barbareiio 
Primavera 

Her Dancing Months 
The Duende 

The Mexican Comandanlie 
The Soldiers €)l Mexico— all as in Act II 
The Second Dona, in Act II The First Seiiorita 
Her Youths and Maidens attendant 
Mexican Civilians 
The American Army Officer 
The Soldiers ot the United States 
The American Naval Officer 
The Sailors of the United States 



Enter, as before, El Barbareno as Prologue. 

PROLOGUE 

Thus passed our erstwhile Age of Gold, and doom 

Irrevocable on the Indians fell. 

With Mexico comes internecine strife. 

Revolt upon revolt; beyond the Mountains 

The Texan Ensign independent streams. 

War with the Great Republic threatens here. 

As northern armies flow without defeat 

Over the southward country. Enters last 

America, as fortunate in battle 

As formerly in trade. An impotent 

Resistance to the march of Destiny 

Falls into naught, and a small cannon lost 

Through love of mischief leads to petty feuds. 

But Love the Conqueror is conqueror still 

O'er victor as o'er vanquished. She who knew 

Frustrate affection in her maidenhood 

Brings a dear daughter to her lovers' arms. 

And on this happy spot in union firm 

The antique pomp and chivalry of Spain 

Are welded to America's young hope. 
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Their wedding shall ye see as it was, told . . 
Long since, w^ith mirth and melody conjoined 
By blithesome youth and beauty at her height. 
Ye have been patient w^ith our little play, 
Fair ladies and kind gentlemen, and we 
Who serve you thus and your approval seek 
Wish you all good our lovely clime may bring 
And hope to please you well another year. 

Enter up stage gliding to t6e music of "Sin Ti*' Primavera and her 
Months, El Barbareno retiring. Enter left centre The Second Se- 
norita and her Youths and Maidens, Primavera and her Months 
giving place to them and dancing up stage. All dance "Sin Ti" to 
the singing of the Choristers. 

THE CHORISTERS 

No sabes tu, mi nina, cuan triste estoy, 
No sabes cuanto estraiio tu dulce voz, 
Ya para mi no brilla la luz del sol, 
Ye se me esta muriendo mi unico amor. 

Ya no cultivo flores en mi jardin, 

Todas mis esperanzas ya las perdi, 

Triste y desconsolado quiero morir, 

Porque no puedo, nina, vivir sin ti, 

Vivir sin ti. 

[Enter, left centre,. The Bona, who 
was The First Senorita in Act II 

THE DONA 

What, children, you would dance when news so sad 
For Mexico is brought by every wind? 

THE SECOND SENORITA 

It seems not sad ofr us, dear mother mine ; 
I have no fear of the Americans. 

THE DONA 

Nor I, my daughter, but your father grieves. 
Texas is free, and everywhere revolt. 

THE SECOND SENORITA 

Ah w^ell, the dance is danced, the song is sung; 
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They cannot take these from us. 

[Enter, down left, The Duende, 
who goes into the house, left cen- 
tre, to come out directly followed 
by The Mexican Commandante. 

THE MEXICAN COMANDANTE 

Woe is me I 

The enemy is near, and nothing done. 

Here, to defense — the enemy is near! 

[Enter variously The Soldiers of 
Mexico, ragged and ill equipped, 
with the Civilians. 

Here, set to work, my people! Bring the cannon! 

From squads and set to drill ! Go search out arms ! 

[An awkward squad forms. Oth- 
ers rush out and return with old 
swords, muskets, and the like. 
Others bring in two small cannon. 
The Duende everywhere hinders 
by attempting to help. 

Come, set one cannon here, the other there! 

[As one of the cannon is placed 
The Duende goes to several of the 
Civilians. 

THE DUENDE 

Bear off and hide the cannon. Wait and see 

The Comandante fume and fuss and fret. 

[The Civilians bear off the cannon 
down right, and return. 

THE MEXICAN COMANDANTE 

O stumbler over thine own feet, stand straight! — 

And thou, turn out thy toes, and look The Cid ! — 

Throw out thy chest! — Hold up your swords! They get 

Between your bandy legs. Mother of Heaven, 

Defend my reason from this sprawling herd! — 

Where is my cannon gone? I had but two. 

[Enter, down left. The American 
Army Officer and the Soldiers of 
the United States. 

It is too late; the foeman*s at our door. 

[Primavera and her Months go 
forward to greet the Americans. 
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PRIMAVERA 

Welcome, Americans. Your country comes 
To learn of beauty in these verdant vales. 
Keep, keep this loveliness, and add thereto. 

THE ARMY OFFICER 

Good morning, sir. We're here in time, 1 trust. 

To hold you from the harm you*d do yourselves. 

On guard, my men, and see that none escape! 

[The Soldiers of the United States 

station themselves at the several 
exits. 

[The Duende whispers to The Of- 
ficer, pointing to the cannon still 
in place. 

THE DUENDE 
There is another cannon which they've hid. 

THE COMANDANTE 

We* re taken by surprise, and must surrender. 
Here is my sword, Seiior. 

THE OFFICER 

Retain it, sir; 
It seems a good one, and you value it. 
But you may order these brave warriors 
To drop their arms. They'll hurt themselves with them. 
There were two cannon. Here I see but one. 
Where is the other? 

THE COMANDANTE - 

Bring it here at once I 
[At his gesture all the Mexicans 
drop their arms and begin violent 
accusation and defense over the 
lost cannon. 

THE CROWD 

You stole that gun I — 

No, it was you ! — 
You are the one! — 
You stole that gun! — 
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I saw it done! — 

Yes; you did, too! 
You stole that gun! — 

No, it was you I 

THE OFFICER 

*Tis not forthcoming. You must pay the price — 
Five hundred pesos, sir. 

THE COMANDANTE 

I do protest. 
'Twas here a moment back. Bring forth the gun! 

[The shouting and recrimination 
arise again. 

THE CROWD 

It wasn't me. — 

I saw you do it. — 
No ; it was he. — 
It wasn't me. — 
But I can see. — 

'Twas you went to it. — 
It w^asn't me. — 

I saw^ you do it. 

THE OFFICER 

You see. Seiior. I must demand the gold. 

THE COMANDANTE 
The fault's not mine. 

THE CROWD 
Nor mine. — Nor mine. — Nor mine. 

THE COMANDANTE 

My daughter, seek the gold within the house 
And bring it me. But I will get it back 
From those who stole the cannon. 

THE CROWD 

It wasn't us! 
[Exit The Second Senorlta, left 
centre. 

— 30 — 



THE OFFICER 

Silence! and see they are kept still, my men. 

THE COMANDANTE 

The gun will be forthcoming, sir, and soon. 

THE OFFICER 

The fine will be remitted, Sen or Don, 

On its return. We bring you justice, sir. 

[Enter, left centre, The Second 
Seiiorita, a bag of gold in one hand 
and, behind her back, a handful 
of poppies. As she pauses, The 
Officer sees her for the first time. 
Tableau. 

It is an angel! Loveliness like hers 

Is not of earth. 

THE SENORITA 

But say not so, Senor. 
*Tis heavenly here; yet it is earthly, too. 

THE DONA 

(smiling approval) 
She is my daughter, sir, both good and fair; 
But not an angel. 

THE OFFICER 

She is lovelier. 

[The Seiiorlta gives him the bag 
of gold, which he passes abstract- 
edly to one of his men. 

THE SENORITA 

Here are your pesos, young Senor; and here 

[bringing forth her handful of 
poppies. 

Is such a gold, stamped in the mint of God, 

As runs in pentecostal flame adown 

Our mountains. It is not to be fogrotten. 

[The Officer seizes her hand, which 
she smilingly releases. The Duende 
calls her father's attention to the 
situation. 
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THE COMANDANTE 

What does this mean? Go in the house, young miss I 

THE DONA 

(caressing her daughter) 

You took me from a lover's arms, Senor, 

Yet I have been a faithful wife to you 

And hidden all regret; but such regret 

I will not have my daughter take to heart. — 

Dear child, it was a young American 

First won my girlish heart, as he wins yours; 

I wish you all the happiness Tve dreamed. — 

Come, Comandante; your brief rule is done. 

And there is much we should discuss within. 

[She turns The Senorlta to her 
lover, and leads The Comandante 
into the house, left centre. The 
Duende following. 

THE OFFICER 

(to his Soldiers) 

Clear the place, and come again at call! 

[The Soldiers of the United States 

clear the stage and follow out, 
leaving the lovers alone. He sings. 

Soft be thy slumbers. 

Rude cares depart. 
Visions in numbers 

Cheer thy young heart. 
Dream on, while bright hours 

And fond hopes remain, 
Blooming like smiling bow*rs 

For thee, Ellen Bayne. 

THE CHORISTERS 

Gentle slumbers o'er thee glide. 
Dreams of beauty round thee bide. 
While I linger by thy side, 
Sweet Ellen Bayne. 

THE OFFICER 

Dream not in anguish, 
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Dream not in fear; 
Love shall not languish; 

Fond ones are near. 
Sleeping or 'v\raking. 

In pleasure or in pain, 
Warm hearts are breaking 

For thee, Ellen Bayne. 

THE CHORISTTERS 

Gentle slumbers o*er thee glide. 
Dreams of beauty round thee bide, 
While I linger by thy side, 
Sweet Ellen Bayne. 

THE SECOND SENORITA 

(singing) 

Noche serena de primavera, 
Blanca paloma del alba luz; 
Noche serena de primavera, 
Blanca azucena esa eres tu. 
Y al haber yo llegado aqui, 
Todo lleno de embeleso. 
Recibe ese tierno beso, 
Que te mando, para ti. 

THE CHORISTERS 

Campa en invierno, flor marchitada, 
Noche sin luna, negro turbion, 
Flor sin aroma, marchitada, 

Arbol tronchada, eso soy yo. 

[The strains of "The Wedding 

March" written by Mrs. Herminia 

Lee are heard. 

[Enter, left centre, The CJoman- 

dante and his Dona, The Duende 

following, much dejected. 

[The Officer and Senorita go to 

her parents. 

THE DONA 

*Tis well, my children. He will not repeat 
The conduct of my sire. 
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THE OFFICER 

Your blessing, sir. 

THE COMANDANTE 

Women will have their way. All joy be yours; 

Contentment and sweet happiness through years. 

With little faces clustering at your knees 

And little hands to fondle, lips to kiss. 

God give you peace and length of years, my child. 

And you, her husband. My work now is done. 

My daughter's love has made your Flag mine own; 

Down comes yon Banner; it is mine no more. 

[He hauls down the Banner of 
Mexico. 

THE OFFICER 

Our gratitude be blessings on thy head! 

[Enter variously to the strains of 
the "Wedding March," the Sol- 
diers of the United States, the 
Mexican Soldiers and Civilians, and 
the dancers and makers of music. 

THE COMANDANTE 

It is a day tbat Paradise might know. 

Rejoice then. Sound the music! Lead the dance. 

Welcome our guests. It is a holiday! 

Follows "El Baile," with the dances "El Son," "La Jota," and "La 
Contradanza." A grand finale is danced to the singing of the 
Choristers, all participating. The final procession forms and 
marches off down right, to "The March of thie 'Forty-Niners," The 
Officer and his Bride leading, The Comandante and his Dona after, 
the Soldiers of the United St^ates and the Mexicans, and in the re- 
verse order of their appearance, all the persons of Acts II and I, 
leaving only Primavera and her Months. 

As the stage is clearing, enter down left The American Naval Officer 
and the Sailors of the United States, who hoist the Stars and 
Stripes on the flagpole and with Primavera and her Months stand 
at attention while all sing "The Star-Spangled Banner." They 
then march off, leaving the Flag flying. 

FINIS. 
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